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reverberating of the secret sought after by man, fullest at
once of fruit and of mystery, or of that light in the heart of
mystery which makes it magically fruitful.
*He felt the presence of Clotilde behind the word; but in
truth the delicate sensations breeding these half-thoughts
of his, as he lay between sleeping and waking, shrank from
conjuring up the face of the woman who had wounded them,
and a certain instinct to preserve and be sure of his present
breathing-space of luxurious tranquillity kept her veiled.
Soon he would see her as his wife, and then she would be
she, unveiled ravishingly, the only she, the only wife! He
knew the cloud he clasped for Clotilde enough to be at
pains to shun a possible prospect of his execrating it. Oh,
the only she, the only wife ! the wild man's reclaimer! the
sweet abundant valley and channel of his river of existence
henceforward! Doubting her in the slightest was doubting
her human. It is the brain, the satanic brain which will
ever be pressing to cast its shadows: the heart is clearer
and truer.
He multiplied images, projected visions, nestled in his
throbs to drug and dance his brain. He snatched at the
beauty of a day that outrolled the whole Alpine hand-in-
hand of radiant heaven-climbers for an assurance of predes-
tined celestial beneficence; and again, shadowily thoughtful
of the littleness of the thing he exalted and claimed, he staked
his reason on the positive blessing to come to him before
nightfall, telling himself calmly that he did so because there
would be madness in expecting it otherwise: he asked for
so little! Since he asked for so little, to suppose that it
would not be granted was irrational. None but a very
coward could hesitate to stake his all on the issue.
Singularly small indeed the other aims in life appeared
by comparison with this one, but his intellect, in the act
of pleading excuses for his impatience, distinguished why
it should be so. The crust, which is not much, is everything
to the starving beggar; and he was eager for the crust that
he might become sound and whole again, able to give their
just proportion to things, as at present he acknowledged
himself hardly able to do. He could not pursue two
thoughts on a political question, or grasp the idea of a
salutary energy in the hosts animated by his leadership.